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356 THE NORTH AMERICAN REVIEW 

This is the time; 

It is past the sun's setting. 
Here or far away 

There is no forgetting. 

The moon is a broken flower 

That the old day cast. 
This is the appointed hour 

Till love is past. 



TO A STRANGER 

BY WILLIAM ALEXANDER PERCY 

When I see your beauty the beasts in me he down, 
And I know the good man that I might have been. 
To watch you is more cleansing than clear sunsets, 
And more regretful than the deeds that I have done. 
If memory could only keep me perfect, 
And not fade out to leave me with myself! 
With all my altars ashes and my gods asleep, 
You with your marvellous sad infinite beauty 
Make me kneel down and know what life could be — 
Unhurtfulness and worship and sure trust. 
But I have missed you in the passing of the ships, 
And as a stranger only watch you pass. 
Yet, seeing you tonight in your great beauty, 
I shall dream calmly of a clear green sky 
Filled with wild white swans flying, flying over, 
Against the hardly-visible, wide-swarming stars. 



